The glade thrust a single bird from the dark For the painter to cheat on himself with, each stroke Carrying the faithful object of his infidelity forward As a poem left alone to its chore Gasping out of an elderly head Burst over a delicate sea of conceivers The painter knows the poet loves women And other poets first-not the painter or painters Clinging tightly to the aspirin Overhanging the gasping rosettes spiraling out of an elderly head Coarse hairs of a brush, wet hairs On a neck. When a child Lies down to die, it is known By the form of light upon the dying child's skin Four days before the smell becomes a stench, six to become absolutely superb
